Down gazes vale sublime,
The valley of tranquil gleam,
Bewildered in his route,
In vain in his pursuit,
His frantic leads to near village,
Village of rough and savage,
Lags through dusty and filthy lane,
Unkempt the weary face insane.
Arrives at antique pub amazed,
The qualm room cretonnes unfold,
Malodour of alcohal and smoke,
The ceiling of the cell clouds unsoak.
His notion as illusion sips,
Sway his appetite off his lips,
On stool he wryly sits, looks round,
Many may in fetish unsound.
The table is fall in spate,
But seats around vacant,
Alone he drinks, sits on stool
Retain himself and mule.
Uncertain views,
His efforts desperate use,
Illusiion bound,
Hope hangs around.